His little Cupids for those wicked eyes.
I want not Rubens's pink puffy bloom,
Nor Rembrandt's glimmer in a dusty room*
With  those,   and   Poussin's   nymph-frequented

woods,

His templed bights and long-drawn solitudes
I am content, yet fain would look abroad
On one warm sunset of Ausonian Claude.

LANDOR

TO HIS NEPHEW, TO BE PROSPEROUS IN
HIS ART OF PAINTING
On, as thou hast begunne, brave youth, and get
The Palme from Urbin, Titian, Tintarret,
Brugel and Coxu, and the workes out-doe
Of Holben, and that mighty Ruben too.
So draw and paint as none may do the like,
No, not the glory of the world, Vandike.
HERRICK
MICHAEL ANGELO
The David
Michael Angelo now received letters from friends in Flor-
ence advising him to return, since he might thus obtain that
piece of marble which Pier Soderini, then Gonfaloniere of
the city, had talked of giving to Leonardo da Vinci, but
was now preparing to present to Andrea dal Monte San-
sovino, an excellent sculptor who was making many efforts
to obtain it. It was difficult to get a statue out of it without
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